Theothcfcto cnioy-by rage and Warre. 

•Thefefigncs fore-run the -'death ofKinges. 
»Earewell,our Countrymen -are gene and- flcil, 

As well allured Richard their Kjng is dead . 
Sat. Ah Richard / with eyes of heauy mind?, 

I fee thy glory like a fhooting ftarre, 
fFall to the bale earth from the firmament, 

Thy fiumc fcts,wccping in the lowly Weft, 
'Witneflingftormcsto come,woeand Vnrcft-: 

3?hy friendes arc fled to waitc vpon thy foes, 

And croflely,to.thy good all fortune goes. 

tmer Dnke of Herford y Torfy, ^{orthi$mbtrUn'd 9 
'Bujhie andCjreme Frijoberf, 
Bull. -Bring forth thefemen. 
: fiulliie and Greene^ will not vexe your forties, 

Since prefently your foules muft part your bodice, 

\With too much vrgingyour pernicious liucs, 

.Fort'w ere no chanty * ? yet to wafti your blood 

Prom off my hands,here in the view ofmeij, 

I wil£ vnfold fomccaufes of your death, 

You hauemiPlcda Prince,a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in bioodand lineaments, 

-By you vnhappicd and disfigured cleane, 

"You haue in manner with your finfull hourcs. 

Made a diuorcebetwixt his Queene and him, 

Broke thcpoffcllion of a royall bed, 

And ftayndc the beutie of a fayrc-Q^ucehes cheekes, 

^With tearcs drawne from her eyes with your foulc wrongs 

My felfc a Princely fortune of my birth, 

Necreto thcKing inblood,andnccreinloue, 

Till they did make himmif-interpret me, 

Haue ftoopr my nccke vnder your iaiuries, 

And figh'd my Engliih breath in forren cloudes, 

£atingsthe bitter bread of bamfhrnent, 

"While you haue Fedde vpon my fcgniorics, 

Difparkt my Parkes^and fclld my forreft woods, 

frommine owne windo wes tome my houfhold cottt, 

HaciQUtmy impreefc, lcauingnicno fignc, 
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Sauemciis ©pinions 5 andmy lining blood, 

To #> ew thc world 1 am a GentlcIB 1 att - . „ . . , 
This and much morc,much m ore then twice all this, 
Condemns.}- ou to the death : fee them debit ercd ouer 
To execution and thehand of death. 

Buff). More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 
Then Bulling brookc to England : Lords farewell. 

qrane. My comfort is,that hcaucn will take our foules? 
And plague iniuftke with thcpaincs of hell. 

'Bud. My Lord Northumbcrland,fce them difpatchl S 
VnckIe,you fay, the Queened at your houfe, 
For Gods fake fairely let her be in* reatcd, 
Tell her, 1 fend to her my kind commends y 
Take fpeciall caremy greetings be delivered. 

Take. A Gentleman of minel haue difpateht/ 
With letters of your loue to he* at large, 

Bull. Thankes (gentle Vnckle:) come Lords,away, 
To fight with G/enaor and his complices, 
Awl lilctowor ^ e 3 anc ^ a ^ cr 3^ oIi ^ a > r - ExtHnt> 

Shter thc <ifr% Attmrit, Carleil, &c. 

Xtng. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand? " 

Aum. Yea my Lord v how brook* s your Grace the ayre^ 
After your late tofsing on the breaking Seas-?. 

Kmg. Needs-muft I likeit weil,I wcepe for ioy^ 
To {land vponmv Kingdome once againe. 
©eare earth,! do falute. thee withmy hand; 
Though Rebels wound thee wi th their Horfes hoofes : j 
As along parted mother with her child, 
Playcs fondly with her tearcs, and fmiles in meeting : 
So weeping,fmjhng,greetc I thee my caKth, 
And do theafiuiour with my royall hand*; 
Feede not thy Soiiesaignes foe^ my gentle earth, 
Nor wi th thy fweetes comfort hisrauenous fence^ , 
But let thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome, 
And heauy <>atcd Toads lie in their way, 

omg annoyance tothe trcchc»*pu* reecj, 
Which with vfurpmg fl>ps do trample thcrt : 
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